AURORA LA CUJINI

and the old gipsy bounds upon a table with a
shout, " One God, one Cujirii." But in the
tumult La Cujini had disappeared, gone from the
eyes of Calor6 and of Busne, Gipsy and Gentile,
and none saw her more.

Perhaps at witches' sabbaths she still dances,
or perhaps in that strange Limbo where the souls
of gipsies and their donkeys dree their weird,
she writhes and dislocates herself in the Romalis.

Sometimes the curious may see her still dancing
before a Venta, in the woolly outline of a Spanish
lithograph, her head thrown back, her hair au
catagon, with one foot pointing to a hat to show
her power over, and her contempt for, all the sons
of men, just as she did upon that evening when
she took a brief and fleeting reincarnation to
breathe once more the air of Seville, heavy with
perfume of spring flowers mixed with the scent
of blood.
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